SATIRES

Nor I am not where Christ is given in prey
For money, poison, and tralson at Rome:
A common practice used night and day.

But here I am in Kent and Christendom,
Among the Muses, where I read and rime:
Where if thou list, my Poynz, for to come,
Thou shalt be judge how I do spend my time.
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MY mother's maids, when they did sew and spin,
They sang sometime a song of the field mouse,
That for because her livelood was but
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Would needs go seek her townish sister's house.
She thought herself endured to much pain :
The stormy blasts her cave so sore did souse

That when the furrows swimmed with the rain

She must lie cold and wet in sorry plight,

And, worse than that, bare meat there did remain

To comfort her when she her house had dight:

Sometime a barleycorn, sometime a bean,

Por which she laboured hard both day and night

In harvest time, whilst she might go and glean*
And when her store was stroyed with the flood,
Then well away I for she undone was clean.

Then was she fain to take, instead of food,
Sleep if she might, her hunger to beguile.
'My sister* quoth she 'hath a living good,

'And hence from me she dwelleth not a mile.
In cold and storm she lieth warm and dry
In bed of down, and dirt doth not defile

'Her tender foot, she laboured! not as L
Richly she feedeth and at the rich man's cost,
And for her meat she needs not crave nor cry.

*By sea, by land, of the delieates the most
Her cater seeks and spare th for no peril.
She feedeth on boiled, baken meat, and roast,